AFTER   EVEREST
away at any old heap of stones, or at me if I am angry,
lying at full length if drunk enough. But he is a hopeless
sais—always loses me (or my horse if I am walking) on the
march, and stops at every village for an absolute bellyful
of chang.
On the way back to Darjeeling, I climbed an easy moun-
tain of 19,000 feet near Kampa Dzong, walking up it as
easily as one walks up Great Gable or Skiddaw. Such is
acclimatization after four months. We had to dash down
from the top as quickly as we could to avoid being struck
by lightning.
The rolling, sandy hills of Tibet are never so beautiful
as in the monsoon, with its blue haze that softens without
obscuring. The sandy deserts of a few months ago are
many of them green with grass and with the young barley.
The fort at Phari Dzong, instead of being on a dirty mound
covered with the carcases of yaks and with offal from the
town, is on a little green hill. Grass covers a multitude of
shins and other parts of dead yak.
Finally, we arrived in Darjeeling, luckily four hours
before the Town Band met us, so the official welcome was
appropriately enough given to the coolies, who are the
chaps who really deserve it. A few days of overfeeding
there, and I started off on a short lecture-tour of India,
arriving in Travancore at about the end of August. It
was good to get to work again, and to help Pugh, who was
almost as overworked as he had been before my arrival
in 1923.
My travels in the northern parts of India had once more
shown me some of the great contrasts between different
regions of that vast sub-continent which we so often
wrongly think of as a country.
In reading the remainder of this book, it is as well to
bear this in mind. My life has been spent in the extreme
southern end of India, and in many ways the habits and
customs, and even the religion and thought, of the South
are very different from those of the North. In Travancore,
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